INFANT  TERRORS                           9

that our detached impressions are embroidered in
patches of living colour. Some object (it may be a
birthday present or no more than a door handle)
remains vividly in our minds and we suppose that
this object did in fact represent a centre of excited
experience lasting over several months. * How well
I remember/ I would say, * that yellow caravan which
I was given for Christmas ! Never have I loved any
object as I loved that caravan/ c But no ! * my mother
would object, c you never really cared for toys. I
remember that caravan perfectly. It was given you
by dear old Princess Dolgorouki. But you never
cared for it yourself. What you really cared for was
playing with pieces of string. And when we left
Constantinople we gave the caravan to the cook's
little boy. You never missed it/

In my own memories, none the less, I can certainly
detect a wire thread of continuity, a recurrent metal
motif. That motif was the motif of fear. Again and
again do I discover, when some patch of past ex-
perience becomes, for no particular reason, vividly
active in my mind, that this experience was connected
with, or coloured by, some association of fear. Those
few spring days in Paris in 1892 are vivid to me in
their slightest detail since during the whole of that
time I was constantly on the alert for the first sound
of the impending bombardment. Walmer again is
alive to me since behind every bastion there lurked
the, to me, giant ghost of the Duke of Wellington
(to say nothing of that of Mr. Pitt) prepared to stalk
with frowning but determined silence in pursuit of
the fleeing feet of little boys. The love and laughter
of those days have sunk to a dim oblivion; the inci-